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What Happened? 


Author's Notes: 
This one is also kinda dark haha 


One by one, the band filed into the auditorium for rehearsal. Axl looked around. They're missing a key member.. 
where's Slash? 


Axl rolled his eyes, he's been late a lot recently. What's gotten into that fucker? His drinking has started to 


become a problem too. 
"Steve, where's Slash?" Izzy asked Steven. The blond usually knew where Slash was, they were bestfriends. 
"I think he was with David last time | saw him." Steven looked at Duff. "They were at the bar | think, right?" 


"Yeah, the one by the furniture shop," laughed Duff. He gently laid his vodka down and replaced it with his 


bass. 


"We can't play without him," Axl said firmly. 
"Well David should have him back soon" Izzy piped up. 


Axl rolled his eyes. Fucking David. He was an asshole. The rest of the group liked him, but he had a quality that 
just fucking bugged Axl. Slash and David had been dating for a few months now. 


Suddenly, the door was flung open and Slash quickly stumbled in. “Sorry I'm late." David slowly trailed in behind 


him, arms crossed and a smile on his face. 

"Hi, David! " Steven grinned. "Are you watchin’ our practice today?" 

"Yep, and | want to make sure Slash got here fine, he's a bit drunk" Slash glanced at him from under his hair. 
"Fine, let's start now. We're going to do Think About You first. Go," Axl growled impatiently. 


Slash looked side to side in search of his guitar. David grinned and handed it to him. Slash gave him a warm 
smile and rested his hand on his boyfriend's for a secomd before picking up his beloved six-string. 


Slash played sloppily, due to his heavily intoxocated state. 
"Fuck, Slash. Can you come to practice NOT drunk for once in your fucking life?" Axl growled. 


David's face got stern. "How about you fuck off, Axl?" Izzy and Duff giggled and Steven hid his smile in his 
hands. 


Axl threw his microphone onto the ground and stormed out, glaring at David on his way. 
As he left the room, he heard laughs. Then he heard David start to sing Axl's part 

Axl clenched his fists. Motherfucker. 
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The band loved to hang out in the lobby. They scared people with their abrasive nature and rough look. It was 
great. 


Axl had cooled off and was heading down to hang out with the boys. Slash and David were sprawled out on the 
couch and Steven was lying on the table with a bottle of beer. Duff and his long legs took up the other couch 
and Izzy was sitting on the head of it. 


"Hey, Axe. Feelin’ better, kiddo?" Izzy laughed. 


"Fuck off." Axl sneered. 

"Hey, I've gotta run," David said as he glanced at his watch. "See ya'll!" 

He kissed Slash and said goodbye to the rest of the band. Axl was looking away to avoid confrontation. 

A few minutes later, Duff started making a stupid joke. And of course, the rest of the guys started cracking 
up. Slash laughed so hard that his eyes got wide and ge grabbed his ribs. Realizing what he did, he looked 
around to make sure no one saw him. 

He made eye contact with Axl who narrowed his eyes at him. Slash looked at him pleadingly. 

"OHI Slash | wanna show you this cool snack they have at the buffet," Steven suddenly yelled, motioning to the 
long buffet table behind the couch. He got up and grabbed Slash's sleeve. As he pulled Slash to follow him, his 
shirt rode up, revealing to Axl a huge dark purple bruise on the side of his ribs. Axl's eyes got wide and Slash 


quickly pulled his shirt down and followed Steven, shooting Axl a sideways look. 


Axl narrowed his eyes again and quickly walked up to his hotel room that he shared with Slash. The guitarist 


was going to explain that to him, when he comes up to the room. 


Confrontation 


Axl was tucked into his bed, pretending to be sleeping. The room was silent, so it was easy to hear when Slash 


was coming up. 


Axl closed his eyes and stayed silent. He heard Slash shut the door lightly and tip-toe next to the bed. He 
quietly and gently tried to pull back the sheets, hoping not to wake up the curious and angry singer. 


Axl opened his eyes and jumped out of bed. He dashed over to the door and locked it. 
Slash's eyes were large with suprise. He froze just before he was about to lower himself onto the bed. 
"Neither of us are going anywhere until you explain," he snarled. 


Slash bent his head down slightly so his hair would fall over his eyes. "I- | don't know what you mean," Slash 
said, attempting to play dumb. 


"You think I'm an idiot? | saw you cringe, | saw your bruise. Spill it, Saul. Now." Axl gave the guitarist the most 


serious look he had. 


Slash sighed and his shoulders shook. "I had a little.. little, uh, run-in with some guys in an alley. Um yeah near 
the bar. But I'm fine." Slash refused to look Axl in the eye. 


The singer saw through his lies. "Oh, so now making shit up and lying to your friend is how you're gonna play 
this? That's obviously not what happened. You wouldn't have hid it if it was something as dumb as that" Axl 


crossed his arms and swiftly made his way to Slash's side. 


As Axl raised his hand to brush his red hair out of his eyes, Slash flinched, his eyes pinching closed. Axl 


narrowed his eyes again. 
"Just leave me alone, Axl!" Slash hissed. Suddenly, he unlocked the door and bolted out of the room. 


eR 


Slash looked up at the door. Room 665. He took a breath and then knocked. He heard grumbling and then, "One 


second." 
The door opened to reveal David, hald naked. 


"Hey babe, what are you doing here?" He asked groggily, rubbing his eyes. Slash looked him over. David half 


asleep and half naked was sure a nice sight. 


David was taller and stronger than Slash. He had long brown hair and green eyes fringed with dark eyelashes. 


His stomach was toned and lean 
"|, um got in a fight with Axl and had nowhere to go," Slash looked at his partner. 


David grinned. "Well | have half of a bed open if you'd like it" He opened the door all the way and motioned for 


Slash to come in. He complied and found himself in the arms of his lover. 


David kissed Slash's forehead and the guitarist felt weightless. The kisses ended up on Slash's neck. He started 


sucking and biting on the soft skin under Slash's jaw. The darker man started moaning. 

"So what did you and Axl fight over anyway?" David said, looking deep into Slash's chocolate eyes. 

"Uh, you know. Just music stuff,” Slash said nervously. 

David frowned. "You're lying to me," he stated. 

Slash started to stutter, searching for the right words. Before he could say anything, David's hands gripped his 
jaw and jerked Slash's head up to face his. His fingers dug into the skin Slash's mouth hung open and his 
stomach clenched. 

"Don't fucking lie to me, Saul" David's beautiful eyes grew dark and evil. "| know you used to have feelings for 
that prick, just tell me what happened." David's grip strengthened. Slash felt as if David was going to break off 
his jaw. 


"Um, Axl saw my bruise!" Slash blurted out, hoping that his parter would loosen his grip or let him go. 


But David continued to stare at him. "You piece of shit. Be more careful next time!" He shoved Slash against 


the wall and punched him in the jaw where his fingers had already made bruises. 
Slash sunk to the ground and curled into a ball, apologies flooding out of his mouth. 


David gently sat down next to Slash and gingerly rested his hand on the side of his boyfriend's face. He pulled 
him into a tender hug then drew the guitarist into his lap and hugged his whole body. "It's okay, its okay," he 


sang into Slash's ear. 


The taller man picked up Slash and carried him to the bed. "Lets go to sleep, baby. l'm tired" Slash nodded and 
smiled weakly. He got under the covers and snuggled into his lover. David's warm embrace erased all of the 


bad memories from Slash's mind and he was happy. So happy. Lying in his lover's arms. Truly in love. 


Good Morning 


Axl stormed down into the lobby where his bassist, drummer, and rhythm guitarists had passed out after a 
night of drinking. 


"Hey!" He shouted. The hotel manager shot him a dirty look, but he didn't have time to worry about that. 
Steven rolled off the table onto the ground and Izzy and Duff rubbed their eyes and looked around. Everyone's 
faces were glazed over like after every night of partying. 

"Oh, hey Axil" Steven smiled. 

"Ha, bud you missed a fun night,” Izzy said as he sat up and rubbed his temple. 

"Listen, where the hell is Slash?" 


Duff's thin lips formed into a frown. "He went up to your guys’ room, | thought" 


"He did. But we got in a fight and he left," Axl looked around the room impatiently. "He had to have come 
through here last night early in the morning. Did you see him?" 


Steven giggled, "Man, | barely remember last night. | was passed out right when | sat on the table!" 
Axl sneered. "Fuck." 


"Jesus, Axl. It looks like you barely slept last night. Was it a bad fight?" Izzy looked at him with concerned eyes. 
"Are you okay?" 


Axl sighed. "Yeah, it was a pretty bad fight" He rubbed his neck. 


"Hm, well maybe check David's apartment?" Duffs goffy smile took over his face. "He seems really attached to 
the fucker." 


Axl rolled his eyes and stepped over Steven who was still lying on the ground poking at a dust bunny that was 
drifting around beside him. 


He reached the door and realized that he didn't even know where this guy was staying. "Does anyone have his 
address?" Axl said quickly, if his assumptions were true, then he had to get there as quickly as possible. 


"Uh, yeah | think it's 665 in that building a few blocks down the street." Izzy glanced at Axl's distressed face. 


"Are you sure everything is okay?" 


Axl clenched his jaw. "Well, | just gotta.. straighten a few things out with Slash." 
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Slash awoke as the bright light of the morning sun streamed through the window onto his shirtless body. The 


dust in the room danced around in the sunlight. 


He put his hand on his face and began rubbing the sleep from his eyes. But he felt a shooting pain as he 
touched his cheek. Suddenly, he remembered all of the events of the previous night. Drinking, fighting with Axl, 
coming to David's, fighting with David.. 


Slash shook his head. It was my fault anyway, he thought. He turned his head to see that David's side of the 
bed was empty. But the guitarist quickly smelled the heavenly scent of bacon and eggs. He smiled and stood up. 
He went straight to the bathroom to wash up. But when he stepped in front of the mirror, he goggled at his 


face and frowned. 


His dark skin was littered with bruises. There was a long line of small purple ones on his jaw and a big one on 


his cheek. Slash shook his head, its okay, I'll just hide my face from the guys. 
"Honey? You up?" Came David's voice from the kitchen. "| made your favorite breakfast!" 


Slash scurried into the kitchen and sat down at the table. David had his back to him and was facing the stove 
top. He scooped the egg off of the frying pan and dropped it onto a plate next to three pieces of bacon He 
turned around and smiled at his partner. "Good morning, sleepy-head," David said affectionately. He set the 
plate down in front of Slash and planted a gentle kiss on his hair. 


Slash started to giggle when he realized that David was wearing an apron. "I like your dress!" He started to 


laugh hysterically. 


David's face softened even more and he joined in the laughter. "Hey! | didn't feel like putting a shirt on and | 
didn't want to burn my chest!" 


Slash's blushed. "You wouldn't want to ruin that perfect body of yours." 


David grinned. "Oh come on, flirting this early in the morning?" The taller man padded over to Slash and gave 


him a bear hug. He kissed him on the lips gently. "I love you, Slash." 


Those three words had the ability to melt the guitarist into putty. He smiled bashfully. "| love you too, David." 


Let Me In 


Axl pounded his fist against the chipped and stained white door. Room 665. 


He heard footsteps and then the door slid open swiftly. When Axl looked up, he saw Slash. The guitarists smile 


suddenly dissapeared and alarm hung on his face. 


Axl gasped, Slash's usually glowing olive skin was bruised and pale. He suddenly tilted his head down to mask the 


marks. 


"Who's at the door?" Axl heard David coming towards them. David was only wearing boxers and an apron. His 


green eyes promptly got firey. "What do you want?" He asked hostilely. 

Axl was still in shock, seeing Slash cowering behind David now. He was still hiding his face. But the red haired 
man could still see Slash's frightened eyes through his thick hair. Slash looked so small and helpless behind 
David. 

Axl was speechless. What could he say? 


If you're not here for any reason, then I'd love it if you left," David said with mock enthusiasm. 


Axl shook his head an anger took him over again. It talked for him. "You better fucking leave Slash alone, | know 


its you who has been hurting him. Just fuck off him, got it?" 
David frowned at Axl, his eyes still glowing with hatred. "I don't know what you mean. But itd be best if you 
left. Now." Before Axl could do anything, the door slammed in his face and he heard muffled yelling behind the 


door. 


Axl growled and pounded on the door again and again. After aboout half an hour of waiting and smashing his 


hand against the door, he left. 


"IIl fucking kill you if you hurt him again," Axl growled quietly at the door. Ignoring the shooting pains in his 
balled fists. 
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"Well did you fucking tell him or did he just guess?" David spat. 


"No- no | told him that it was a bar fight with some random guys! | swear David, I'm sorry!" Slash looked at 
his parter, his eyes begging for forgiveness. 


David rubbed his temple with his strong hand, pulling back the skin on his face. He looked grim and tired. "Just 


don't let him near you, he's too fucking nosy." 
Slash sighed internally when he saw David caim down. 


" Just don't fucking talk to him anymore, it seems like you still have feelings for him and that's not okay, got 
it?" He thundered. 


Slash nodded violently to show his loyalty to David. 


"Good. Now just get your clothes, you have practice again today." David turned on his heel and padded towards 


the bedroom again. "And remember what | said, keep you distance from him," he called. 


Slash stood in the middle of the hallway. His head was swiming and pictures of Axl's worried face and David's 


angry one flew at him. Circling him and devouring him. 
"Hurry up!" Slash was yanked back into reality. He gasped and jogged into the bedroom to get his clothes. 
XE% 


As the couple walked down the street to get to the studio, Slash was encased in his own mind again. He was 


taken back to when he first met David. 


*Slash looked up from his guitar when he heard someone coming his way. In front of him was a tall man with 


eyes that looked so familiar. Green and excited.. They kind of looked like Axts.. 


"Hil | am a big fan, uh my name is David! | love you guys!" The man's eyes glowed with euphoria. He looked 


utterly starstruck 

Slash chuckled. "Hey, David’ 

"Mr. Slash, it's awesome to meet youl" He held out his hand. Slash gripped it and gave it a firm shake. 
"Please don't call me ‘mister," Slash smiled. "Just call me Slash" 


David's face relaxed and he looked more comfortable. "Okay. Slash. | am really a 


big fan!" 


Slash liked this guy, he was so innocent dispite his tall stature. He had a gentle face and those shining eyes. 
Slash grinned. Maybe we'll end up being friends. Slash thought, he loved meeting new people.* 


‘lm not coming in because your singer hates me. But remember, I'll know if anything happens." David gave 


Slash a sweet kiss on the lips and then walked towards the bar a few blocks away. 


Slash took a deep breath and entered the studio. 


Miscommunication 

Axl was sitting on the amp, his eyes never leaving the door. He saw the knob start to slowly turn and he 
jumped to his feet. Slash crept into the room with his head down and silently walked towards the corner. 
Although he was a little late, everyone else was later. The other three were probably sleeping or getting drunk 


to alleviate their hangovers. 


Axl quickly made his way over to Slash. "Please, Slash. Please leave him. He's hurting you, Slash." Axl's eyes 


were distraught and full of pain It hurt Slash to do this to Axl, but he loved David. He couldn't leave him! 


Slash mumbled a response and sidestepped Axl. He began to idly search for his guitar even though he knew 
that it was in the corner of the room. 


Axl was beside him again. "Slash, you can't possibly love him, can you? He hurts you." The singer's voice broke. 


He cleared his throat and continued. "I never trusted him, | never did" 
"Leave me alone, Axl!" he said firmly. The singer was taken aback, Slash never says anything that powerfully. 


Slash avoided Axl's gaze, he felt Axl going cold. He couldn't bare to look at his friend, he knew that his words 
injured him. Axl cared about him, but Slash knew that he had to stay away. 


"Ugh," came a tired and drunk voice from the hallway. Steven and Duff walked in, the smaller man leaning 
against the bassist. Duff had his arm slung over Steven's shoulder to support him. Izzy also walked him, he got 
drunk a lot, but he handled it much better than anyone else. 


"Slash!" Steven slurred. "I haven't seen you all day, man! How've you been?" 


Slash laughed genuinely at his best friend's drunken state. "l'm good Stevie, how're you?" He asked even though 


he knew his answer. 

‘lm good, Slash! So good, | feel great! Just great!" Steven walked over to his drum set and slowly lowered 
himself onto the stool to make sure he wouldn't fall over. All of the members of the band grabbed their 
instuments and assumed practice position. 


"Let's - Oh! Lets start with It's So Easy! Can we, please?" Duff said with a proud smile on his face. 


"Sure," Axl said. He was still bothered and hurt by Slash. Throughout the whole practice, Axl kept his eyes on 
Slash. But whenever Axl got within five feet of him, he'd back up or go jam next to Steven. 


"Hey, can we take a break, | am tired as fuck," Izzy voiced. 


"Yeah, please? | am not drunk enough for this anymore." Duff pushed his bass back so it was behind him. "l 


need some food, too. Can we go get something?" 
"That a good idea, Duffy! Oh, can we?" Steven looked at Axl, he was the assumed leader. 


Axl nodded. The band began to file out of the building. Slash and Axl were in the back of the line despite Slash's 
attempts to get away from the singer. 


"Slash, please talk to me; | want to help, fucker," Axl said quietly. He placed a hand on Slash's shoulder. A smile 
played in the corner of Axl's mouth when Slash didn't shake it off immedietly. But soon enough, Slash tore 
away. 


"Leave me alone, | don't need you." Slash pushed Axl backwards and advanced past him and caught up to Steven 


Axl slumped against the wall. Tears welled up in his eyes and his face contorted. He hung back, frozen against 
the wall for a few minutes. Finally, we rubbed the tears away and followed the band to the restaurant. 
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Even sitting next to the always talkative and happy Steven, Slash could barely budge a smile. He kept stealing 
glanced across the table at Axl who was staring at his food, not touching it. Slash squeezed his eyes shut. 


Hurting Axl was one of the hardest things he ever had to do. But it would save him from being hurt further. 
Distancing himself from his friend would spare both of them a lot of pain 


Suddenly, Duff stopped laughing at Steven's joke and stared at Slash who's upturned face was right under the 
fluorescent light. "Slash, what's on your face?" The table grew silent and they all looked right at Slash who was 


unable to move. 


"Who the hell did that to you?" Izzy's face grew serious. He couldn't help but to look at Axl. They had gotten 
into a fight earlier.. Steven saw Izzy staring at Axl and he joined in, along with Duff. 


"Axl, did you do that to him when you guys got in a fight?" Steven asked accusingly. He couldn't help it, his 


bestfriend was covered in bruises. 

Slash looked at Axl helplessly, we was dumbfounded 

"l- l- no-" Axl started. 

"How could you do that to him?" Duff asked seriously. "He's your friend, | don't care how mad you were." 


Axl studdered, he couldn't come up with the right words. He was afriad to tell them it was David, they all knew 
he hated David. They would think he was blaming it on him or trying to frame him. 


"That's low, Axl" Izzy shook his head in dismay. He couldn't believe that his bestfriend would do something so 


insensitive and horrible. "Even for you." Izzy was now in pain, too. 


Duff and Izzy stood up. "Come on, guys. Let's get out of here." Duff turned his head and started towards the 
door. Steven scooted out of the booth. 


Slash stared at Axl in shock Axl stared back pleadingly. All of his friends had turned against him. Slash broke 


the unspoken conversation when Steven yanked on his jeans until he followed the rest of them out the door. 


Axl was left alone in the booth. 


Betrayal 


He cried. He full out cried. It had been years since he let himself cry in public. He couldn't remember how long 
he'd been there, but he saw the moon had taken the sun's perch in the sky. He didn't care about the people 
staring, he didn't care about the bill he was left with. All he cared about was the fact that the four people he 


loves hate him and one of them might be in serious trouble. 


After Axl cleaned himself up and paid, he left. He walked through the street, neon lights shining against his skin 
and glistening in his wet eyes. This whole situation made Axl so angry, he needed to talk to someone about it 
and get it off his chest. But he realized that he had no one to talk to. Slash was usually the one he went to 
when he needed to talk about important or pressing issues and Izzy was the one he went to when he just 


wanted to talk. But everyone he met turned on him. Everyone he met hated him. 


Axt stopped in the the middle of the street and noticed that he was standing in front of the devils apartment 
building. Just seeing his building made him angry. Just seeing his window made him angry. Just the thought of 
the bastard made him angry. 
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Slash was sitting on David's couch. They were watching TV, or at least David was. Slash was staring at screen, 
but he wasn't watching. All he could think of was the pure betrayal and loss in Axl's eyes right before Slash 
left him alone at that table. 

Slash was suddenly aware of David's lips pressed against his shoulder. Slash jumped in suprise. 


"What?" David asked playfully. 


'S-sorry, | guess l'm just a little out of sorts today," Slash said, generalizing the past 2 days all in one 


sentence. 


"Well maybe | can cheer you up." David started feverishly kissing Slash's neck and jawline. But Slash wasn't 
there. He was back at the restaurant, back in Axl's abandoned eyes. 


"Slash, Jesus. l'm trying to do something for you, help me out." David fumed. He grabbed Slash's face and 
jerked it to the side so he was looking into his eyes. Slash didn't even feel the pain, it didn't even come close 
the pain he saw in his friends or in Axl during lunch today. 

"Dave, sorry. l'm just not in the mood, | fucked up and | just." Slash frowned. 


David sighed impatiently. "Fine, would you like to talk about it?" He asked half-heartedly. 


"Uh, well | accidentally made the band kinda hate Axl," Slash admitted to him. 


David cringed at the singer's name. "Slash, | thought | told you not to talk to him anymore. Did you?" 
"Well-" 


David grabbed Slash around the neck. "Answer me, don't give me any bullshit. Did you? Yes or no?" Those 
green eyes had turned corrupt and vicious again. They stared deep into Slash. 


"Yes," Slash complied. 
David's grip strengthened. "You still love him, don't you?" He hissed through gritted teeth. 


"No- no, David. | mean, | never told him that | did anyway, so it's not like he loves me back or anything." 


David's eyes grew big. "| mean- | mean ‘loved!’ Not ‘love'!” 


David let out a loud growl deep in his throat and tightened his grip even more on Slash's throat. He stood up 
with the guitarist hanging limply from his hand. "You fucking love that shit! | knew it- you lied to mel" David's 
eyes grew dark, they didn't even look green anymore. They were a ghost of those beautiful innocent eyes that 
he once had. When Slash first met him. When Slash wanted to be friends with him because he looked like Axl. 
When Slash kissed him and pretended it was Axl.. 


Slash was snapped out of his mind when he found himself flying through the air and making contact with the 
window pane. Slash looked at the man looming over him with shadows cast over his thin face. He looked so 


threatening, so menacing.. Slash swollowed the bile in his mouth. 


"David, I'm breaking up with you," Slash said meekly. David advanced closer to him, not hearing anything. Slash 
cleared his throat. "David! We're over!" Slash said forcefully. 


| don't think so," David barked. Slash stood up. David seemed much bigger than normal. But Slash couldn't do 
this anymore. He had to stand up for himself. 


"David, let me go home. I'm sorry but | do love Axl" Slash crossed his arms and planted his feet. 

But he was no match for the larger man. 

David's eyes were intense with violence and anger. He lunged forward and clutched Slash's upper-arms. Slash's 
mind went blank and time seemed to slow down. He was spun around and his face was shoved against the 
window. The cold glass pressed against his red-hot skin Slash's eyes darted forward and stared out the window. 
He made eye contact with a shadowy figure standing in front of the building. The figure was gone in a flash. 


Slash's mind was still blank, nothing was registering. 


He got several blows to the face and several kicks to the ribs. He was on the ground somehow. His vision 


started to dim and he felt blood in his mouth. He envisioned Axl's beautiful face. He preserved that picture in 
his mind. If it was the last thing he saw, that would be okay with him. 


Love 


Author's Notes: 
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Axl burst through the unlocked door. His mind was racing. When he saw Slash int he window.. He just can't let 


him get hurt anymore. 


When the singer looked up, he saw David hovering over the guitarist with a poisonous expression devouring his 
face. When David turned his body to face Axl, he shouted, "Get the fuck out! You can't just fuckng break into 


my apartment, get out!" 


Axl looked down beside David's feet. Slash was sprawled out on the ground surrounded in blood, his face cut 


and bruised. Redness was spilling out of his mouth and one of his eyes was swollen and black. 


Axl couldn't explain the feeling he got in that moment. It was pure hatred, but stronger than just hatred. 
Malice. He was suddenly on top of David, fists flying and feet thrashing around. Axl's hands grew crimson. 
Shouts and curses ensued. He didn't stop until he felt someone pry him off of the listless body. 


Axl's eyes were still clouded with fury. He looked around and saw Duff, Steven, and Izzy with a police officer. 
Instantly, he found himself by Slash's side. He picked him up warily and cradled him in his arm. Tears were 
flowing down his face at the sight of the man he loved, bloody and limp in his arms. 


Slash's mouth moved like he was trying to say something to his protector. Axl leaned forward and tried to 
silence his own whimpers. "l.. | love you Axl” Slash's eyes opened as much as they could. Before Axl could 
respond, the officer was gently pushing Axl to the side and examining Slash with a paramedic. Axl looked around 
and saw two more hospital workers. They had two stretchers. 


The next few minutes were a blur to Axl. The officer kept telling Axl that Slash was okay and that he wasn't 
going to die. Izzy hugged him and apologized profusely for blaming him so quickly. Steven and Duff were also 

nearby, saying that they were sorry and crying their eyes out too. Blaming it on themselves for "not seeing 

the signs." 


Axl didn't speak a word, his anger was subsiding and being replaced by a feeling of peace of mind. Slash was 
okay. Slash loved him. He loved Slash. David was most likely going to prison. Everything was going to be alright: 
It will never be the same, but it will be okay. 


Axl finally spoke when Izzy told him that he should probably go to the hospital too because he had a black eye 
and a gash above his other eye. "l- what?" He put a hand on his face and felt the warm sticky blood on his 


shaky singers. "Oh, | didn't know." Izzy gave him a sideways glance and held onto his elbow as they triled behind 
the stretchers heading for the hospital. 
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Axl sat next to Slash's white hospital bed, The TV was on qietly in the corner. The singer played with the cast 
on his hand idly. His lacerations were starting to hurt because he refused to take any painkillers, he wanted to 
be next to Slash as quickly as he could. 


Axl saw Slash open his eyes. He looked around the room for a second placidly. Axl smiled, he's beautiful.. 
Suddenly though, Slash's eyes crinkled and he began to cry. Alarmed, Axl wrapped his arms around Slash 
comfortingly. "No one will hurt you, you're safe, you're okay," Axl whispered into the frightened man's ear. 


Hearing the singer's voice, he calmed down pretty quickly. 


"Thank you, Axl. Thank you for everything. l'm so sorry, | fucked up so bad. | was so terrible, I-!" Axl cut him 
off with a passionate kiss. 


"Slash, it's okay. It's done now. You're okay. l'm okay. And | love you." Axl gingerly pressed his head to Slash's, 
making sure not to hurt him. He quietly hummed Angel by Aerosmith to him. Slash always loved that song, it 
always made him happy. 


"Axl, you're my angel. | should have told you that when | first felt it. But | didn't." Axl opened his mouth to say 
something. But Slash interupted him. "But it's okay. Because | have you here now. And | love you." 


Axl smiled as tears gathered in the corner of his eyes. "And | love you too, Slash." 


